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GCRANDMOTHER'S DAYS.

BY MBS, M. W. BLACEER,

In our grundmothers’ daya, when a cabin rude,
L& shed, and bare, held the littie all
Of the pair who was bullding the housshold fire,
The light of it falling on window and wall.
Was :here less of happiness them than
now?

Inour grandmothers’ days, whan tho ksttle
[

Wung
On the sooty erens in the chimney wids,
And the spitted fowl, that sputtered andsung,
Swung gently from side to sids,
[ thuu’ leas of happiness then thsn
now?

In our grandmotbers’ days, when the broad
stone hearth
Was the trysting place of the lovers dear,
And the bigh-backed settle reflected the glow
Of the firelight on faces suggeetively near,
Was there lsss of happiness then than

now ?
In our grandmothera’ days, whon the children

came,
And the bumbls home was filled with giee.
As, clotbed in their garb of homespun, they

rosmed
And fralicked ke birds and butterfiies fres,
Wae l.m’ less of happinses ther than
now

In wroslndmunun' days when the cradle

&t
In sound of the burring, whirring wheal.
And the crooned and clapped his hands
At each X of the awiftly revolving reel,
Was t.hcn? less of happiness then than
now

1o our grandmothers’ days, when trouble came.
And sometimes even the wolf, to the door,
The home was thelr caatle and love lent it grace.
And if ofttimes the battle of life was full sore,
Was, there lses of happiness then than

—Good Housskecying.
THE 80UL OF THE CAT.

Yee Bam Ling was a ionely ona. He
had friends, of course, in plenty, and
relatives, too, for that matter, whom he
saw evary day of his life right on the
Mott street pavements. But Ling had
his own views on matrimony and he
didn’t balieve anybody could be happy
without & wife. It was strange why he
should have suddenly taken on that be-
lief, for hadn’t he lived fifteen years
away from his own flowery land? Of
course he

He first came to the Golden Hills and
went to work in the mines, but he
couldn’t stand it, for he used to feel the
sirange white devils st night punching
him in the back, That was because he
wasn't strong enough to do his share of
the work. So he gave his claim in the
Golden Hills to a relative and traveled
acroes the continent to New York, curled
up like a mink on a seat of the smoking

OAr.
He waas idle for awhile, and then he
started in to sell eoap to the lsundrymen,
until he finally got enough of the Amer-
ican man’s torent a store, He put
cut his red sign, with the fluttering red
streamers on it to keep the evil ones
away, snd he became a merchant. That
was a long while -
look back over it. Ev

I

®Alle lite,” said Ling, and he elat-
tered behind the narrow counter and
pulled out from a shelf two bars of
soap,
“You takkee two,” he said. “No
n'gant’sin, yon takkee; you sabe?” and
he pushed the sosp and the five pennies
she had laid down away from him.
Then he went on: “I lakkee you; you
heap nice. Lat you name?”

= , what graft,” said the girl. “So
I get the sope fur nuttin, do I, John?
Well, me name's Maggie Sallivan, if yer
wanter know."

Liog looked at her with admirin
eyes. Then he pointed to the soap sn
penniss and said, simply:

“You takkee. I hesp lakkee you,
sabe? You clum ‘glain?”

“Yes, I sabe, John,” said the girl,
“and I'll come again.”

8o she went out, and Ling went to
the door and looked after her until she
had disap around the ocormer.
Then he weat back behind the narrow
counter and sat down on & stool. He
rested his elbows on a pile of paper,
sunk his chin in his hands and thought
very hard. His thinking amounted to
something, for he went to the little
cubby room curtained off at the back of
the atore, and out of the big cam
wood chest he pulled some carefully
folded clothes. He was s new man
when he came out into the store again,
and s couple of his countrymen, who
had dropped in to have & friendly chat
and a smoke, to chaff him.

His old cloth blouse, with the shiny
place on the back where his well-oiled
cue had hung, lay in a heap on the
floor with his old pow-tai and coarse
trousers. Instesd he wore clothes of
brocaded dark blue silk, and his sandals
were like those of a koon-foo, He was
not good company to his friends,
so they did not stay long, snd when
they bad gone he stood in the doorway
and watched. A cold wind was blow-
ing up the street. It made him shiver,
but he stood his d and watched
for the coming of ie Sullivan.

Every day for a week he watched,
until on the eighth day he saw her run-
ning by with a shawl over her head and

a pitcher in her hand.
Hi'lo,” he cried. “Hi'lo, Maggie
? Tl see

871m'n, you com’ ni-chue "
“Hello, John; how's things
z:: when I get th' old man’s beer,” and

eat was never at rest, and Ling became
80 stricken with a silent terror that he
would go out into the street rather than
H ?er "mm h ple of
6 forgot about the cat a com
days later, when Maggie Sullivan came
in. She was better dressed than usual.
“Hello, John,” she began, “I had s
row with the old woman, and I've elim
out. I'm dead sick of gittin’ jumped on.
Now, if yon want'er marry me on ther
square 1'm with you, but I don't want
any funny business in mine.”
“Yon mally me?" asked Ling, while
a smile crept over his face. “Allee lite, I
mally youn.”
“But I'll tell you, John,” the girl
went on, “youn've got to cut that pi
off and wear citizen’s clothes. You
to be pretiy near a white man. You
to be as white as clothes kin make
an’ you got to treat me white, too,
or I'll shake you.”

“X curl him up, so,
twisted it about his head, puttee
on hist, s0,” and he an old slouch
hat down over his “'n nobledy
slee hlim, ha!”

No, even that wouldn’t do, and Mag-
gie went away saying: “I'm goin’ up to
a lady friend’s o’ mine fer stay ter nite,
Johp, an’ I'll see you fo-morrer, an’if
tharrig—tlil don’t go I don't git married,
see?

Ling dido’t quite see, but he thonght
alot. He thonght Maggie was the
prettiest girl he had aver seen. There
was nothiog ch’an ubout her. She had
fine blue eyee, s trim figure and a shock
of golden hair that attracted the China-
man. The old cat jumped on the coun-
ter and howled and stared at him, and
he went out to get away from those
green eyes. He went to the Joas
house and burned thirty cents worth of
mynr sticks and paper. He made up

mind quickly sfter that, and almost
ran down the dark, creaking steps and
ficross the way to where the tal’-ton’-lo
lived and did business.

“Take off this thing,” he naid when
he sat down on the stool in front of the
little razors and scissors.

“What,” said the barber, “are you
craxy, or have the foreign devils got

dashed 0o, while Ling weat inand | T osirs

waited.
After s while she came in with a rush.
“Yon lakkee China caandy,” began
Ling, before she could say anything,
*“Heap * and he shoved her a queer
little box full of keung toward her. "1
Iskkee you,” he continued, while he
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it? Hercurses would come to me as
well as to you, unworthy son.”

Ling ran out while his courage lasted.
He went to a Ewang-tung man who
lived near Pell street and had no cue.

“Cuot this thing off,” he said. He
did not need to beg this time.

"Ha_.ln." hed th
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a flash a paw shot out, and five-hooked,
sharp elaws were unsheathed and
dragged scross the girl's cheek. She
ﬂ;‘ a frightened scream, and when

g looked he saw three red lines
down her face. from which blood was
dripping. And the cat walked slowly
across the floor with the same stately

“I've got a nice looking face now,”
nﬂmlbme,” “and I think I'll have that
“Less,” said Ling, “kill him,” and he
arose dreamily and tried to drive the
cat ont, but she wouldn’t go. He gave

it up and oursed the spirit which pos-

sessed the oat.
enemy of mine has died,” he

ed the blood from her

ROME, OLD AND NEW.
The Eterasl Mity Can Never Aguin Baths
BHome of Art.

That phase of Rome is e forever
—gone as surely as the plicity snd
stern morality of the Republie, the
splendor of the Empire, or the moral
authority of the papal rule. Rome can
no more be the home of art aguin than
itunbothe-eato!uninm!emgoot

the imony of St Peter, says J.
Bﬁm&a Ji Atlantic. 'What
The Romans

¢ of Rome st any age, but
in the dsys the Romans built
well cannot be said now, and all
that is most modern is most execrable;

here they | ]| that is oldest is most execrated snd

He was Al

the letter, 8o he i

with his pipe. It was from his native
town.

“Your good mother is dead,” it said;
“the mcourge devil carried her away.
It was her will that
marry the girl she

n.

The letter fell from Ling’s hands; he
loom up and saw the cat still staring
at hi

‘l!yhmthor’l-o‘nlilthu’a to curse
me,"” be whispered to himself, backing
toward the door. “Itis she. Bhe has
ocome acroes the big water becaunse I did
not return,” and he kept stepping back-
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l:hn:&. The na: barbarians who,
present dispensation, swoop
down from cisalpine Gaul, reared in the
civie ideals of (mon i

lightfol gardens which used to exist
E?“ﬁ:ﬁ?f&ﬁﬁiﬁgﬁéﬁﬁ
us, only e frs o

had been marked
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